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c»uel bandit leaders 
taho laagecL Woody 
revoluilayig-' Btit 
none could, eaa.s.1 

iirehrand, el leon ! 

Witk ike irruel 
miles of kiS jungle 
yiaiuesiKe, Ikis evil 
gewiiiS arou^ai ike 

■pess&yiveii of= 

Acatera "^rcviY^jee 

io a savaa© ujrisiKi 

Tke toeauiiftil 
Carlotia Ma-nten., 
gunyaymer for iyiB 
revoluiioKitaould. 
kave given Viej- life 
in kis cause— 
aniil Monte Kale 
iwisrvSMed./ 



Bat Sueldejtln-/ «oMBBE,you 

1 ^ggp ^ LESSON 




PARM aiRL 

NOTHlWe/THAT 

WOMAN WA^ ■ 

CARLOTTA 

MONTEZ, ONE OF 

THE CLEVEREST 

auNRUNNERS 

ALONG THE 

MEXICAN / 

BORDER . 




she's been eunn1n& eem- 
inston rlples across the 
rio qranpe to el leon, a 
bandit chieftain e>ov/n in 
acatera province/ in pact, 
he's just been waiting tor 
this last shipment to 
start a full-scale / then 
"Iet's so/ 

I MAySE WE CAN 

CATCH HER 

BEFORE SHE 

REACHES THE 



REVOLUTION ./ 



BOROER 



^\ 



a 



m 



Floi3d..Wileg reacJt 
ilte,«j[taIlos«.,i'Svs« , 



''^ NO use/ SHE'S ALREAOy T 
CROSSED/ IT WOULDN'T ^ 
BE SAFE TO FOLLOW HEX 
DURING THE DAV/ E^ LEON 
PROSASLy HAS HIS 
ASENTS HIDDEN IN 
THE BRUSH ALONG 
THE TRAIL/ 




BUT WE?VE X HOLD ON. 1 
aOT TO DO, 1 MONTE / 
SOMETHING.' y SUPPOSE I 
HEAD DOWN 
TO ACATERA CITV, 
THE CAPITAL/ I'LL 
WARN THE SOVERNOB, 
GENERAL MONTALVO/ 
rTHAT EL LEON 
HAS A FULL 
SUPPLY OF 
■ SUNS / ' 
NOW- 



, I'LL DO ' 
' IT/ AND 

LUCK, 
FLOyD.' , 



flickerlKa cawpfireS i 
gleaw. iH a baMdii ' 
caMcp to Vke sotitJi-- ! 



PUT DOWN THAT , 
BIFLE,yOU FOOL .' 

TELL EL LEON 
THAT CARLOTTA 
MONTEZ IS HERE ' 



CARLOTTAl 

you HAVE 

/WADE IT 

,OVER THE 

BORDER 

AGAIN/ 

BRAVO/ 






I RECKON I'LL N 

KEEP aOIWa UNTIL 
I CAN A\AKE CON- 
TACT WITH EL LEON'S 
FOBCES AND SEE 
WHAT THIS IS ALL 

ABOUT / I FEEL 
RESPONSIBLE FOR 
HAVIN& LET THOSE i 
SMUSGLED RIFLES J 
GET THROUSH / ^ 




' soLDierts? -nisy Y senebal 

AftE CUTTHROATS 1 MONTALVO 

ANC THIEVES / IS A GOOD 

THEy MASSACRED / SOVERNOB.' 



OUR FAMILIES 

AND ROBBED 

AND LOOTED, 

OUB HOMES/ 



HE IS KIND AND 
HONEST.'BUT IF 
EL LEON TAKES 
OVER.OUR LIVES 
WILL BE RUINEP/ 
HE LOOKS LIKE AN 
ANSEL , BUT HE HAS 
THE BLACK HEART 
OF A DEVIL/ 




I'VE SOT TO KEEP ^ 
aoiNS.' MAVBE THIS 
BANDIT CHIEF POESN'T 
REALIZE WHAT HIS / 
TROOPS ARE DOlNa. 
I MAy BE ABLE TO 
TELL HIM AND HAVE 
HIM STOP THESE 
ATROCITIES/ 



Bat aSMoxie eauiioasly 
appyoacJtes.t'He i«toel 
C&1M.P at jii^kifall - - - 






EL LEON AND HIS 
TROOPS ARE OH THE 
MARCH ■' THEy PLAN 

TO SNEAIC INTO 
ACATEKA OTV TO- 
NISHT Sy A SECRET 
TUNNEL AND COME UP 
IN THIS BUlLDllsie -' 
EL LEON EXPECTS TO 
SIT IN THE SOVERUOR'S 
_ CHAIR AT DAWN / ^ 



Diablo, gbacias, senor .' 

IF EL LEON EXPECTS To i 
IN THIS CHAIR TOMORROW,, 
HE WILL HAVE TO PISHT TO ' 
DO IT/ CAPTAIN, 
&ET youR TROOPS ' 
REAPy/HAVE 
AN AMBUSH, 






THEy ARE 
SURRENDERINS, 
HALE.' WITH EL 
LEON SLAIN, 
THEV HAVE NO 



RISHT/ 
SENERAL .' 

BurriaoK 

WHERE HE 
DIED --lU THE 
CHAIR OF THE 
GOVERNOR/ 
REACHED IT 
AT LAST; &UT HE 
WILL NEVER RULE 




THE WOUND 

, DOESN'T SEEM , 

ITOBETOOBAD! 

/SENERAL.WHAT 

WILL HAPPEM TO 

HER? WILL SHE 

BE EXECLITED? 




mo, hale.' she is 
a brave woman, 
even thoush she 
fought on the 
wronsside.'f=rom 

WHAT you 5A1P, 

she realized her 
mistake and 
helped her 
people at the 
end/ she will , 
pardoned; 



you ■ 

are a ' 

senerouc 

MAN AS 
WELL AS A 
BRAVE OHE, 
GENERAL / 
I'VE BEEI4 
PROUD T» 
WORK WITH 




TW0S§M<B ' m 


SLIP ME VORE ) 
SIMOLEONS ^ 
ANP yORE '5I 
SWEETS .' yW i 


1 


,l«ffl 




Il^^ap 




VUH KIN OPEN VORE EVES NOW.' 
I RECKON I SOT yUH PERO TO 
RISHTS, FEARLESS FUPSY.' 
r FI6URED YUH WOliLP "" 
COMINS TO THE PENTIST 
AND I ARRANSEP TO TAKE 
HIS PLACE .'AS I SAID, 
I'LL fix yUH.i 





Vor wa*ia iieaxe, ilne loMslq prospectors 
■wJio cotubed. i>ie West in Searck of pay - 
olirt)>tave been befriejided. toy >M«n zaHo 
laotild Se£, ijiem up, vxiih, eanipmeyiir awd. 
SttwaieS / CracrJterfaarrel (7aulKivtS maS 
Such a ^rubsiaKer -' Or so ii seemed. - - 
ujtiil oyis worniM^ laheyi Moytte -Hale 

Stooci iyi a deseried vnaie Sha£i, 
Siariyi^ ap at a rui>iless figurs ikai- 
ivtejaacfed. liiS lifis / 

WELl.,1 JEST 
WEVEE PID LIKE 



CSpacSeiiavpel Oaulkiws 
oumad. a -tradiM^ post 
in tlta Bia.ioS eouviirg- 



.JJM. / . 

^HOWDVi BOys.' HELP 
yOUESELF TO SOME 
CEA.CKERS AND 6ET 
DOWW FOE A SPELL.' 
MIQHT AS WELL 
RELAX OHCS. IN 

A WHILE . , ^_ 
fWKo 



THAT'S RISHT, 
CEACKER- 
BAKREL / 

AMD you 

SET A GOOD 
EXAMPLE FOR 
THE REST, 
OF US •' 



TO WORK/ BUT IP 
ANy OF you HOMBBES 
EVER WANT TO SET 
OUT PEOSPECTIN&, 
SiEMEMBER IlL ALWAyS 
E WILLINS ■ 




you'vg 

STAKED MORE 
SOURDOUGHS 

TO VITTLES 
ANID MtNIM3- 
SUPPUES THAN 

ANy OTHER 

TRADER IN 

THESE PARTS, 

CRACKEK- 

BAREEL 



yOU'KE 

A WltSHTy 

GENEROUS 

MAN / 




Mcv.te Hale hsusL almsajg feli 
as oilier weti d-id-abou* 
Cr.icKepbai'fel Caiilitiii^/Bat 
ov-e vdsht,,&s MOMie 
1?.^ carlea tvp in Ms 




HE REFUSED TO HELP 
ME OUT AT ALU.' FINALLV, 

HE SAVE ME 
OUST ENOUSH 

MONEy TO Buy 

, A RAILROAD 

TICKET OUT 

OP TOWN/ 



I'M RID!NS IWTO > 

TOWM,JEAN, TO SEE 

^ JP I CAN FIND 

WHERE \OUT SOME MORE 

you \ ABOUT CRACKER- 
HEAPINa, I BARREL AND 
MONTE 7 /HIS SRUBSTAKINS 

ACTIVITIES / / 

you WAIT HERE r^ 




HUNAWW HORSES, 
.MINE SLIDES, HUMT- 




"^ 

THSy'EB SHOT ^ 
THEOUSH WITH 
RICH &ILVEB.' 
WE'VE HIT IT 
IJia .' BUT WHERE 




plod^ hevueaXk a. 



f- UMMM! By TuBKiiNa My „,, , 

MEAD SLISHTLV I CM ^U'.J 





SOOP WORK I 
HALS .' yoU'VE 
PONE A PINE JOS 

OP EXPOSINS- 
CEACKERBARREL'S 
VICIOUS SCHEME/ 




I HOPE THIS'LU 
MEAN THAT JEAN AWD 
THE RELATIVES OF 
OTHER VICTIMS OF 
HIS WILL SOON SET 

BACK THEIR , 

RISHTPUL / \ 
PBOPERTy • J 




Toeaer it, sheriff, if he had 

GOTTEN rid of ME,CRACKEBBARREL 

WOULD HAVE BEEN THE SOLE OWNER 

OF A SALTED MINE .' I JUST MELTED 

DOWN ENOUSH SILVSK POILARS , 

TO FOOL HIM IMTO BELIEVING I'D 

POUND A REAL BONANZA/ 




WAHITA MERCY 



A Gray Hawk Story 




OVER THE PRAIRIE land, the bufFalo 
grass -rippled softly in a gentle, curving 
movement. Slowly, Gray Hawk and the other 
Otapi youths crawled forward. As they moved 
through the high grass, their keen dark eyes 
roved from right to left, exploring the ter- 
rain. They- were searching for two things — 
the buffalo herd so badly needed for food by 
their tribesmen, and for sign of the cruel 
Wahita warriors who ruled the prairie. Sud- 
denly as they crawled forward, one of the 
Otapi boys lifted a trembling hand . . * 

"Stop!" he whispered urgently. "Up in that 
clump of pin oak— over the ridge! I see some- 
thing moving! Perhaps it is a Wahita scout!" 

Gray Hawk squinted his eyes toward the 
distant grove. "I see nothing," he decided. 
"Probably it was just the wind. Little Bear. 
Let us keep moving." 

Again the dusky striplings crawled through 
the grass but as they approached the clump 
of pin oaks, a blood-curdling cry rent the air! 
, It was the war challenge of the Wahitas— the 
rulers of the plains country! At once, a num- 
ber of brilliantly feather and be-daubed war- 
riors sprang up from hiding! 

"There are too many for us!" cried Gray 
Hawk. "And look! They are led by Sharp 
Lance himself! Quick! Let us flee!" 

Whirling about with the grace of a forest 
creature, Gray Hawk sped away. His long 
sinewy legs pumping frantically, he was soon 
out of bow-range of the enemy Wahitas. But 
even as he sprinted down a trampled buffalo 
wallow, Gray Hawk realized that he was alone. 
Turning and looking back, he saw that his 
friends had been captured by the plains war- 
riors! 

For a moment, realizing that it was his 
foolhardiness that had led the Otapi youths 
into an ambush. Gray Hawk felt the wild im- 
pulse to attempt to free them in a sudden sur- 
prise attack! But then, better sense prevailing, 
he crouched beside an elderberry bush . and 
watched, his eyes slitted . . . 

"They have not harmed Little Bear and the 
others thus far," he mused to himself. Evi- 
dently they are going to take them back to 
their village." His fists clenched with anger 
and desperation. "I will trail them! Somehow, 



I will set them free— or I will die with themtj 

As the towering, broad-shouldered Wahita 
braves paced along the prairie with their boundij 
prisoners. Gray Hawk followed them, being.!' 
careful to stay a considerable distance behind»^j 

Even at this distance, however, he could I) 
make out distinctly the giant form of the cru^'l 
chief known as Sharp Lance. He could en*| 
vision the jagged scar slashed on the side of hi»| 
face that he had once obtained in battle withl 
the Otapi tribe. He could even glimpse the| 
white bracelet worn about his wrist— the brace* j 
let that men said Sharp Lance had carved from 
the skull bone of a slain foe! With every step. 
Gray Hawk felt the pangs of terror stabbing; : 
at him. But he had no choice. His friends had 
been captured — and it was his fault He had to 
rescue them! 

That night the Wahita war party reached 
its village, set in a narrow valley in the foot^ 
hills of the Gran' Fere range. \ 

The Otapi youths were freed of their cruel , 
bonds and flung bodily into a long bark hut— ■ 
a prison chamber which was much like the 
ceremonial huts built by the Eastern Indians. 
Wriggling stealthily through the clustering 
mountain laurel that surrounded the camp. 
Gray Hawk soon reached the prison hut. 

Crouching by it, he tapped lightly on its 
bark side. Within a moment, he was answered 
by a tapping from within. 

"Hello! Hello in there," he hissed sibilantly, 
"Who is that?" came the answer. 

"Gray Hawk! Listen," he continued, "I am 
going to try to get you out of there ! This hut 
is too strongly built for me to cut a hole— 
and the foundation is probably too deep to 
burrow under. So I will build a fire against 
the side. Soon it will flare up . . . and a hole 
will be opened. You must break through as 
soon as it is weakened enough. When you are 
clear, scatter and return to our village one by 
one! Do you understand?" 

"Yes! It is well!" came the soft reply. 

Quickly, Gray Hawk knelt by the rough bark 
siding of the hut. He shredded some of the 
bark with his keen edged knife and crumpled 
dried moss beneath It. With his flint and steel 
he struck a spark. The tiny orange Aire caught 
— and grew. Soon tt was licking up the sida 



of the bark hut. Within a few moments, the 
blaze was growing, catching hungrily at the 
hickory struts of the hut, swarming wider and 
wider. 

Playing that the blaze would not be detected 
until his friends had escaped, Gray Hawk 
sprang backward into the brush. 

Now the fire rose higher. and higher! Soon 
its angry crackling was audible to the ear! 
Just as the first Otapi youth came lunging 
through the hole that had been created, Gray 
Hawk heard a shout of alarm from the center 
of the Wahita village. 

W "A fire! There is a fire in the prison hut!" 

■' But now, one by one, the Otapi boys were 

hurtling swiftly through the flaming hole in 

"the side of the hut! They were singed and 

' burned slightly— but they were not seriously 

hurt. As they disappeared in the night. Gray 

Hawk, waiting there, smiled. He saw the 

aroused Wahita braves, wielding weapons, race 

in furious pursuit. But he knew that sheltered 

; by the black night and with a head start, his 

friends would have an excellent chance of 

; escaping! His plan hzd worked! 

I Now it was time for him to flee, before the 

[ enraged Wahita braves returned. 

I Turning to slip, fox-like, through the brush, 

I Gray Hawk suddenly heard a frightened cry 

: behind him. Whirling, he saw that the sparks 

from the prison hut had dropped onto the 

thatched roof of the hut next to it. Quickly 

these new flames had spread, until the entire 

side of this hut was a blazing wall! Through 

the fire. Gray Hawk could see a woman and 

a child. Evidently they were terrified by the 

crackling of the flames and the searing heat 

,'of the licking, crimson tongues of fire. 

They were trapped in the hut! For a moment 

Gray Hawk hesitated. After all, these people 

were the blood of his enemies. Why should 

he help them? But tnen, he decided, if they 

were his mother and bis brother, he could not 

see them suffer such a terrible fate. 

Snatching up a long timber that lay on the 
ground. Gray Hawk wielded it savagely. With- 
in a few moment, he had knocked open a nar- 
row section in the wall — ^wide enough for them 
to come through. 

"Now!" he cupped his hands and shouted. 
"Come out! Escape." 

But, paralyzed by fear, they did not move. 
Gray Hawk realized that he would have to 
go in to get them. Muscles tensing, he sprang 
through the opening into the inferno. With 
the heat searing his skin, he seized the woman 
and her child and pulled them toward the open- 



ing. Then, just as he thrust them through, he 
saw one of the roof timbers of the hut falling 
toward him! Desperately, he attempted to 
dodge it, but he was too late! Showering sparks, 
the timber slammed against his head and shoul- 
der, throwing him to the ground. The brutal 
impact sent the boy into a drifting, eddying 
maze of unconsciousness and pain. He lay 
there, dazed, as the flames licked about him 

When consciousness returned to the Otapi 
youth, he realized that he was lying safely on 
the grass outside, in the cool night air. But, 
looking up, he saw towering over him the giant 
form of Sharp Lance, chief of the Wahitas! 
And hulking impassively behind, their leader 
were the other braves of the plains tribe. 

Sharp Lance scowled down at Gray Hawk. 
"You! Otapi spawn! You are the one who 
followed your captive fellows here — and who 
built the fire to free them! Is that true?" 

Weary muscles responding. Gray Hawk 
forced himself to stand up. "That is . . . so . . ." 
he replied. 

The mighty chief's face was like a graven 
image of stone — with the single frightening 
scar looking like a slip of the sculptor's tool. 
He frowned. "And when you had set them free, 
boy, you returned, to rescue the squaw, and 
the child who were in the next hut. Is that so?" 

Gray Hawk inclined his head. "That is . , , 
so . . ." he muttered again. 

SUDDENLY, he felt a heavy hand on his 
shoulder. Looking up, he saw with amaze- 
ment that Sharp Lance was smiling at him. 
"Listen, boy," the Wahita chief said, "that 
woman was my squaw! And that boy was my 
son — some day to be ruler of these plains. You 
saved them both . . . and we owe you an 
eternal debt!" Quickly, he drew the carved 
bone bracelet from his wrist. "Take this, lad! 
Return with it to your people, and show it 
to them as an evidence of our lasting grati- 
tude and our friendship. Tell them that never 
again need there be war between the Wahitas 
and the Otapi ! Now, go . . ." 

As Gray Hawk turned and, smiling, ran for 
the forest edge, he could feel the bracelet 
gripped between his slender fingers. Now, he 
knew it was too big for him. But some day, 
he declared, he would wear it, and it would 
fit him well ... 

THE END 



Don't miss the exciting GRAY HAWK 
adventure each monih in MOISTE HALE 
WESTERN. 
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jXTgA// ihe BLUE BEETLE KETttRRS!!! 



M£P/CA'5 CRUSAdR 
Of 

lAWANDOWER 

TO urn *r mn lOCAt «BirMHm>7~|0* 




ANP HOWi OLP SLICK/ K 
TOPAY'S REALLY A 
SCORCHER/ 




> YUH KNOW WHAT ) / 
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AIONTE LOCATES THE SIS CATTLE 
BANCH / AND SOON r ■— > 



^ 



1 WAS 

TOLD 1 

COULD 

PIND RANCE 

WBLPON , 

HERE / 



I'M RANCE WELDON/ 
AND THIS IS SAM BOONE, 
ANOTHER RANCHER . 
HERE IN THE VALLEy.' r- 
WHAT CAN WE DO ) 

FOR yoUjSTRANSER? / 




SOME FARMERS UP 
AT THE HEAD OF THE 
VALLEV HAVE BEEM 
MAVIWer A MITE OF 
TROU&LE BUILDIWa 
A DAM AND THEY 
SAy yoU'RE BEHIND 
IT, V/ELDON/ I CAME 
'■ TO TALK PEACE/ X 



TEACH, EH t THAT'S A 
LAU&H .' ycU GO BACK 
AND TELL THOSE NEST- 
EttS THERE WONT BE 
PEACE !N SHANDA 
VALLEV UNTIL THEy BE 
OUT OF IT / THEy 
BETTER VAMOOSE 





IS THAT yoUR LAST WOBO,^A 
WEUDOW ? A RAWSE WAR H 
CAN BE A MlSHTy SERIOLIS >«Hs 
„ THlWa — AND ITCArsI \ ,..,-■ "Tw 
^TWORK TWO WAYS / ) LAST 
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As THE HEAVy RAINS BLANKET 
THE VALLSy, THE UAM RAPIDLV 
BESINS TO PILL / 



MUST BE RANCE 
WELPON'S MEN / 
THEV ABE HOLED 
UP 50 WE CAWT 
SEE THEM---AMt> 

THEV Aim to sun 

US DOWN / 




MWfH'/THAT 
KNOCKED ME FOR 
A LOOP.' BUT IT 
SAVEP THE DAM. 
WHERE'S 



HE AND HIS ^ 

SANS WE^^E'I^1T 

AS CLOSE TO 

THE LEPee AS 

WE WERE AND 

THEV RECOVERED 

FASTER .'THEV 

HEADED OOWM, 

THE MOUNTAIM . 





•A MATTER 
OF PRIDE/" 



^THftR'S WR.FIWLE^ 1 HE'S GOTy^O'RE LOCO "J 

WORE PRIDE THftH MMONE / ( IFNUHSWV 

^-(ELSE IN To»mir r!-^J*^^ 
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I've IWNMS HflD ft TRENIENOOUS 
AMOUNT OF PRIDE '. WHN, I 
EVEN HUD IT AS A BftBV ! 




WHAT A WASTE.' 



W CeASP.O JEEPEBsTl 
► WHAT'S THE IDEfi OF ^ 

r makins a waste basket 
^ With a closed top?^ 
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